CHAPTER  XVI
" If I Forget Thee 0 Jerusalem "

BELOW Yuru, a rocky defile, straightly hemmed in by sheer
cliffs, falls away in a succession of huge steps down towards the
Indus. The sky, far overhead, shows as a narrow strip of blue.
A rivulet, born of an insignificant trickle, is crossed and re-
crossed. Gathering volume, it swells into a quite sizable river
which, after an all too brief independent life, goes to merge its
identity, with breath-taking suddenness, in the coffee-like waters
of the greater stream, which here races along between forbid-
ding banks of scorching rocks and sand,

A mile or two eastwards from the confluence, a suspension
bridge leads over to the right bank, defended by a fort of sun-
baked mud, built by the Dogra invaders of Ladak to command
the passage*   In this part of the Indus valley the road goes
through three villages, Kalatze, Nyungla and Saspul, a few
hours' ride apart.   They are some of the most prosperous settle-
ments in the land.   Each of them has- sprung up close to the
entrance of a tributary valley, whence issues the torrent which,
through its leats, allows wide terraces to be irrigated.   Every
large village thus owns its own hinterland, with a chain of lesser
hamlets extending inland from the river.   Usually in each of
these districts there is one important monastery, which fills
the part of feudal overlord as well as being the cultural centre
for the fief, and receives a contribution of novices from all the
kading families around. Most of these youths, before being
admitted to the rank of full choir-monks, must first visit Lhasa
for a long term of study, so that the holy city continues to be a
nerve-centre for all Buddhist Central Asia.   Young scholars
from outlying provinces as far apart as Ladak and Mongolia
gather there and meet their fellows from the Chinese border,
Sikkim and every part of politically independent Tibet.   These
exchanges help to foster the unity of the Tradition over such a
far-flung area.
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